
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 




600082636V 




f* 



ADFERTISEMENT. 

Tie delivery of this volume, from many unforefien 
circumflances has been unavoidably delayed* Asfoon as 
afufficient number of Jubfcribers were obtained, the work 
was put to prefs; but from the long indifpojition of the 
Author, (who is now no more) fme errors may have 
efcaped, which the candour of the reader^ it is hoped, 
will excufi. 
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DEDICATION. 



TO 

THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE COUNTESS 
FITZWILLIAM. 

Madam, 

IT is impoflible to receive fo diftinguifhed 
an Honour as that which you have conferred on me, and 
not experience the warmeft Senfations that Gratitude can 
infpire. I beg your Ladyfhip to believe I muft ccafc to 
exift ere I ceafe to feel, and to acknowledge myfelf, 

Madam, 

YQur Ladyftilp's 
Moft devoted, 
Moft obliged, 

And very humble Servant, 
E. K. MATHEWS. 
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ELEGIAC LINES 

TO THB 

MEMORY 

OP 
THE AUTHOR, 

ELIZA KIRKHAM MATHEWS^ 
Who died May 25, 1802. 



THOUGH no funereal grandeur fwcll my fong. 
Nor genius cagle-plum*d the ftrain prolong, 
Though grief, and nature here alone combine, 
To weep, Eliza, o'er a fate like thine; 
Yet thy fond prayer ftill lingering on my car, 
Shall force its way through many a gufhing tear* 
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ELEGIAC LINES. 



And art thou gone ? my valued wife, my Jrimdf 
And have my hopes already met their end ; 
Since flie who gracM them &om my bofom fled, 
To crowd the cavemM manfions of the dead. 
Yes I all that fbrm'd a hufband's anxious fmile, 
All that the vacant moment could beguile, 
Thofe eyes which fiiew'd the torrent of the mind. 
Are ever dormant, to the tomb conCgn'd. 
Though withering fickne(s mark'd thee in the womb, 
And formM thy cradle but to form thy tomb. 
Yet like a flower (he bade thee reach thy prime. 
The fairer vi£lim for the flroke of time. 

When even fleep, fweet fleep, refiifed thy call, 
Sleep, that with cool refrefliment, ftrengthens all. 
When till the mom, thine eyes, unclos'd and damp, 
Trac'd thy fad femblance in the glimmering lamp ; 
When from thy face each blooming relic fled, 
Where hope might flatter with relu6lant tread, 



ELEGIAC LINES. XV 



Sill darting forward firom thy weight of woct 
Thy mind, with all its energy, would glow. 
Oh I when thcfe eyes ferenely faw thee wait, 
The lad long feparating ftroke of hie ; 
When I beheld thy agonLung pain, 
Caird on thy voice to greet me but in vain. 
When o'er thy lips I watch'd thy felt'ring breath. 
When louder grief proclaim'd thy prefcnce — death: 
Through every vein an icy horror chilPd, 
Colder than marble then my bofom thriU'd. 

The mufe that faw thy opening beauties fpread, 
That lovM thee living ihall lament thee dead : 
Ye graceful virtues, while the note I breathe, 
Of faired flowera entwine a funeral wreathe 
Oi virgin flowers, and place them round her tomb 
To bud like her, and periih in her bloom. 

Had anguifli'd forrow ne'er oppos'd the line, 
^^ Thy virtues alk an abler pen than mine, 
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ELEGIAC LIKES. 



They afk, but nerer ihall they yet txploic, 
A mind that knew, or -could regret thee more ! 
Ah ! long, Eliza, ihall thy pi£kire left. 
Time fhall not wear k imag'd in my faieafi ; 
Yes, thou (halt live, whale fond remembrance lives. 
Till he who mourns thee, aflis the line he gives. 
Yes, I, who Hve to moum thine early doom, 
Fluck't like thyiielf, in all my youthful bloom, 
May, ere long claim, the leqoiem of a tear. 
And foon be borne extended on tke bier. 

Methinks I (ce thee reach th' empyrean fiiore, 
And heaven's full chorus hails an aogel more. 
While 'mid the (eraph forms that round thee fly 
Thy mother meets thee with extatic eye. 
She fprings, exulting from her throne of reft. 
Claps her white plumes, and clafps tliec to her breaft. 
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SONNETS. 



SONNET 

I* 



TO TWILIGHT. 



MEEK twiUgkt kajlel athwart this earthly ball, 

Fling thy pale ihad'wy robe — and as I firay 
Thro' tangled copfe, where no nlde founds appal, 

Where Philomela from a dewy fpray 
Pours mildly fweet, her melancholy fong, 

In cadence foft as hymns o^ dying faint ; 
Whil/s echoes mimick voice the notes prolong, 

And memory's ever-varying pencils paint 
Fall fcenes of blils, flown never to return ; 

O ! let me fit beneath yon time-worn rock. 
And tell of all Pve felt, and all I mourn, 

For here no fummer friends around me flock, 
To break the halloed calmnefs of repofe, 

Lacerate my bleeding hearty and mock my wges. 
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SONNETS. 



SONNET 

II. 

-^o-O'-o — 
TO THE EVENING STAR* 

BRIGHT Jlar of eve! refplendent gem of night, 
Beneath ihy lucid orb I love to flray, % 
Drop feeling's tear, and mark thy qoiv'ring ray ; 

Till borne 'mfancy*s car with rapid flight, 

I mount thy fphere, and tread thy beamy way. 

Or if perchance I feek the ruin'd tow'r, 

To wafte alone the contemplative hour ; 
Wrapt in deep thought, thy fecrets I furvey. 

MethinksmyANGEX Mary's form glides by, 
And points to th^^ her feat of blifs ferene ; 
Then bids me hopt ; not grieve for joys ttrnne^ 

Waves her fair hand, and feeks her native Iky ! — 
Adieu ! bright Jlar! the adry vifiam fade, 
And leave me pcnfivc in the ruin'd shade ! 



SONNETS. 



SONNET 



TO THE MOON.* 

PALE ORB OF light! that bcafltii'ft with luftrc mild, 

O'er peopled cities^ and o^er defarts wild ; 

Shin*ft on the palace, and the lowly cot ; 

Not e'en the church-yard) is by thee forgot. 

All {hare thy fmiles alike, O ! Cynthki {aix, 

Ken thy foft fight, enjoy diy evening care. 

Haply, e'en now, thy deck'ft my Mary^s grave. 

Where I fo oft the figh of pity heave ; 

Where, in fad anguilh, bending o'er her urn, 

My lovely fitter's death, I vainly mourn ; 

There (hed thy purejibeam, thy fweeteft ray, 

With/t^^^^^md/chace dim clouds away. 

Till freCh Aurora opea the purple morn. 

And Phoebus' brighoei beams her humhkjkrini adorn. 



SONNETS. 



SONNET 

IV. 

TO THE RIVER TAFFE. 



THOU peaceful flreams 1 whofe gentle filv'ry tide. 

Breaks in foft ripplings ^gainft the pebbly fliQie» 
Whofe lucid wayes, in penlive xnunnun glide, 

Unceaiing on, te aid'die decants roar ; 
"Say, does fome chryllal drops thy bofom fwell, 

Borne (irom the windings of my fav'rite rill ? 
Where oft at eve I've heard the peafant's knell, 

Otftoeet-toiCd Pkilonul^t melodious trill : 
Ah ! tafteful days ! forever, ever fledl 

Fled like the airy vifions of the night, ^ 
Whofe gay aHuring forms, hy fancy Ud, 

Shrinks from the piercing eye of h O L Y lights 
Ah ! taftefrd days I fled never to return ; 

With undiflembled woe thy flight I mourn. 
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SONNET 



SPRING. 



HOW fweet among the woodhnd fcenes tarove, 

When dew-gem'd trees, their budding channs difplay, 
And liflen to the thrilling voice of love, 

That floats melodious on the breath of May. 
To marck the burfiing germe, the infant flowV, 

Catch the bealtb-g^ving breeze of early dawn, 
Maik the bright tints of moia's empurpled hour, 

And flray delighted o*er the fpangled lawn. 
1 thefe are fcenes that wake th* approving thought. 

That bid reflection foar on eagle-wing ! 
With confcious worthy with fenfe, and feeling fraught, 

All that t^tx peace can give and mcm'ry bring. 
Such were the J^i, in> life's fair morn \ knew, 
When every thcfught was blifs^ and every hope w A s n b w . 
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SONNETS. 



SONNET 

VI. 

HENRY TO HIS FRIEND. 

MARK'D you the dew-drop hanging on yon thorn, 

With radicnt luftrc trembling to the eye ? 
Mark'd you the fragrance of the rofeate mom, 

The breeze that wafts the balmy fweets on high ? 
Than thofe more mild appcar'd the beauteous maid, 

Who firft attun'd my ravifii'd foul to love ; 
Alas ! in chilling filence now flie's laid, 

Nor joy, nor peace again my heart can prove. 
Emma, adieu ! my lyre henceforth be mute. 

To founds of mirth iny miiid can ne'er accord. 
No more I'll touch the fweetly plaintive lute, 

But break with anguifh ev'ry tuneful chord. 
Then hie me fadly to her turf-drcft clay, 
In fighs to melt my grief-wrung heart away. 



SONNETS. 



SONNET 

VII. 

THE VISION. 

STAY fweeteft Emma ! £aireft phantom flay ! 

Ah ! do not thus elude my eager view, 
Bui cheer thy Henry on life's thorny way, 

Nor fcom the fcalding tear he dro^sjbryou. 
The lovely vifion mocks my frenzied plaint,' 

Pierciitg the azure<ol(ntr*d veil qfieav'n. 
While I in forrows mournful tones lament, 

A wife fo &ir, a gem fo lightly given, 
SnatchM from my arms :— -'reft of each joy I mourn 

The t>eerle(s nymph, that erft illum'd my hreaft, 
With comfort's heams: — now drooping, wififul, 'lorn, 

I feek the monld'ring fane, nor know fweet reft : 
Save when in dreams I rove Elyfian plains, 
And with my angel Emma 1 hymn feraphic ftrains ! 
C 
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1* SONMETS. 



aONNCT 

VIII. 

DEATH or THE BARD. 



COM£ hallow'^ |M>^1 ^mrcthc ^Niflli^ Mty^/ 

To folemn chraotmg tone ihy dulcet icedi 
In matchlcis lays, my £Hima'« Sw^Ofth vdMarfiv 

Ah! footfe\nATeipiails&^4idrpaftHij|(M^. . 
And you, ye afde6 i)lukk«9i of ikt pbi% 

Whofc de6p%hi Afl^k'widiilKiiMlVcilf « 
Four in wild meku^ yom ttidcafB'd ftmi» 

While ye laoHnl, the UoiBmi of the «fele. 
Bring jv'mijieiy Tifis^ inylhkh iiUictfMile» 

Go, frfttck die >nM 'til^e fern yott beali^g-flocf% 
CttU «ie bltnohM^NWiMm, &oib the Moon()r Mc^ 

To Aeckibe '^^5ifh«<efiiMntiifl«^4 
Thus fang theiiud ! <idih]renbed woe of^fcAi 
The» Wke lujwai^'d^ Knl (uak I9 iHiUtfiftfi- 
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SONNET 



TO A ^mW'BMP. 

EMBLEM qfmodf/l timrtAlMk bom of fpnng, 
Mild hai^inger of many a bloomy flowhr, 
Whofe dewy-petals gem the vot^ir* hmu^t 

Of laughing May ) — fi>r thee, the (Weeftift flsring 

Of fimcy's lyre, the xnufe i!iall'fwe«f|> 

Fair poTy bail thee Mndk her tlkrilling (baiiH 
And ia rude numbers 0^ t)le grafiy plain, 

Befide die dmm, and up tike moimtatR0eep ! 

The ruddy pleugh-hoy, ami the iniUlHfnaKl &iy, 
Chanting their 6mpie Yerle^ ftail of thee toll 
Sweet Jloztf'r, that neftles i» the lowly dell. 

Far fnm 1^ feat of lbny*is wild carect ; 

Like Aeav'ti'taugAt genius, lov'^y, bright, ferene, 
ShwingaflMdft At tlMms of iife^t fentaftic (bene. 

C2 
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SONNET 

XII. 

ELEGtAC SONUET 

OK THX 

DEATH €^ W. BULLER, ESQ. 

Secoadfon of the late Bijbop of Exeter. 



WITRER'D l^ ptlfr tonfiiHiptioi ^aw iwm Vl taril, 
Tl»M0f«aAbBgMft'ii--HifOop'd^ andifept laAadhi 
The unfitta^it/mi^i &tthcrmviak-}9^M^ 
Then wavM htF Mreiv wie^ ao^: hailed the jdl* 
ExuUingJhrttphs fitw the aaget %nte, 
And hadfe her welcome^, \» the reslins of Kght ; 
BaDifti'd fionr niemeiy Ae painfttl paf^ 
And raptured hymn'd of joys that erer laff, 
*Whcn lo ! a fair cclteffial rofy yoath, 
His robe oTinnocence, his eye-beam tkuth I 
* Allufive to Col. Buller, who died about twelve months before. 
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Darted, from midfl ihtitiutr^'Singtl band. 
To claim a friend, fnatoh^i irom a guilty land: 
Inftant, a thoufand ft ari y w » ito 'theytrod, 
And awe-Jlruck iailt^i^rtihe4krmu of God ! 
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SONNET 

XIII, 

TO THE MOON.* 

HAIL lovely Cynthia I filver queen of night I 
Thy cheering beams I view with fond delight : 
Whether I gaze when grief is lull'd to reft, 
Or, when keen woes aflail my aching brcaft, 

'Tis thine to charm the folitary hour : 
When feated on a rude rock's awful brow, 
That frowns tremendous o'er the waves below, 

I mark thy rays, and feel thy foothing pow'r. 

Gay hope, and gentle peace, poffefs my foul ! 
With grateful heart I blefs that pow'r divine, 
Who bade yon ftarry orbs with thee to (hinc ; 

Whofe facred words heav'n, earth, and fea controul. 
Father of life 1 with proftrate hearti pray ; 
O ! guide my fpirit to the realms of day ! 



SONNETS. 19 



SONNET 

XIV. 

TO MISS D. M. B.* 

CHILL winter paft ! with raptur'd voice I hail 

The purple crocus, buddmg hawthorn's bloom ; 
The modeft fnow-drop drooping, languid, pale, 

Like fome fair maiden, finking to the tomb. 
Gay glows the butter-cup, and dafie-pied, 

The vi'let fling odour to the gale, 
The fcented cowflip, clad in yellow pride, 

The eglantine, and lilly of the vale. 
Come my Diana ! let's together (hay, 

Reft on the brow of yonder healthful hill j 
Lift to the linnet chauntmg firom the fpray. 

And mark the murmurs of the lucid rill. 
View its clear ftream wind gently through the vale. 
And the pure breath of early day inhale. 
D 
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SONNET 

.XV. 

INSCRIBED TO MISS N^T—E. 

SWEET is the fragrant breath of early fpring ! 
Sweet is the vrinding of the mellow horn ! 
Sweet is the woodlark's chaunt in fummer mom ! 

But/wecter/oTf the thrilling blifs I fing. 

O ! gratitude ! to thee I tone my fyre I 

Soft flows the ftrain, wak'd by thy magic (kill, 
RapturM I touch the chord, thy praife to triU, 

Enchanting nymph! I feel thy facred fire 

Dart thro' my foul, more chafle than Alpine fnow, 
Ecflatic tranfports kindle in my breaft. 
And e'en myjbul, with thy bright name's impreft ; 

Nor can hoar time's keen Ccythe the bloflbms mow. 
Or GRACIOUS GRATITUDE, iflheav'nthey'll bloom, 
When death's empoifon'd dart bath finick me to the torn b. 
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SONNET 

XVI. 



TO VALDARNO* 



SWEET midbd ! oft the magic of cfay lyic, 
As lone beneath ev^s Uamy lamps I &niy» 
Endues my fpirit with poetic fire» 

While emulation bids me claim a bay. 
Soft as the mountain fhepheids tuneftil fhite» 
Flow the mild numben of thy dulcet ftrain, 
Apollo's fclf hath firung thy filv'ry lute, 

And nature nun'd thee on her fertile plain* 
As crft tow*rds po'fy^s wilder'd bovrer I hiedi 
And drove to join the tafieftd fiften throng, 
Thy mufc, enchanting bard, I raptur'd fpied. 
And heard her pour a bland melodious fong. 
'Tis thine, Valdamo, thine to melt the heart, 
And thine, poetic tranfport to impart 

* The late W.Beckfjrd,Efq. 
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SONNET 
xvii. 

THE INDIAN.* 

ALONE, unfiriended, on a fiireign (horr. 

Behold an haplds, melancholy maid, 
Begging her fcanty £u€ from door to door, 

With piteous voice, and hnanbly bended heaJ. 
Alas 1 her native tongue is known to few ; 

Her mannen^nd her garb excite furprife ; 
The vulgar fiare to Cec her bid adieu ; 

Her tattei^d garments fix their curious eyes. 
Ceafe, ceafe your laugh, ye thoughtlels vain ; 
Why (beer at yon poor Indian's pain ? 
nris nature's artlefs voice that fpeaks :— 
Behold ! the tear, bedew her cheeks I 
Imploring a^ons, — ^burfiing fighs. 
Reveal enough to Britiih eyes I 
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SONNET 

XVIII. 

(Frm " WHAT HAS BEEN:*J 

JOY, flies affirighted from my wounded bread ; 
And chill defpondence, mark the cheerlefs day : 
Love's robic-wreathes no more my brows array, 

But fqualid fear difrobes my heart of reft. 

Evils anticipated throng my foul, 

HopcSB^ £iiry bleifoms, wither in my breaft, 
Wild trembling terrors every fenfe arreft, 

And wan defpair my wayward thoughts controul. 

Abfent from him I love, my anxious hearty 
No longer throbs at pleafures fportive voice, 
The melancholy ihade is now my choice, 

^Vhere to the blaft my forrows I impart. 

No more I tapt*rous trill th* harmonic wire, 

Sad is fKy/ong^-voifhmg the mufes lyre. 
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SONNET 



AH! who can tell ! but they who feel thy po^♦'^s, 
How fliarp thy pangs, relentlefs {cWfufpertfe^ 
Thou cbain'ft the heart with haggard woe intenfe, 

Diming with anxious thoughts the circling houi. 

Haunted by thee and forrow — palUd maid, 
I mark the fombrous, lagging moments movCf 
Nor ken hop^s rapturous fmiky nor think of lovey 

But wififul hie me to the fpe&'d glade i 

There, where the bat upborne by laftic wing» 
Flits by — ^I trill a foksnn mournful ilrain. 
The deep notes echo, o'er the dewy plain : 

Vainly I touch the lyre — effay to fing 
Of joy ! — but meagre^ wan fufpenfe^ 
Englooms my fong, and wounds each taftelbl fenfe. 
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SONNET 

.XX. * 



To Mr. , on receiving an eUgant Poem from him, 

HARK ! fwcet mufic meets mine car. 

Borne on zephyr's fportive wing ; 
Floating on the lucid air, 

Perfum'd breath of early fpring. 
Hulh'd be every ruder noife, 

'Tis Neophytus that fings ; 
Ye fcuries liften to his voice, 

Mark him fweep th* harmonic firings. 
Gentle candour, view thy child. 

Twine a wreath of blooming flow'rs, 
Dove-ey'd pity, placid, mild, 

Crown the youth who feels thy pow'rs ! 
And thou £iir charity ! feraphic maid 1 
His failings with thy fnowy wings o'er ftiade ! 
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SONNET . 

XXI. 



TO DR. D ♦ 

O! TUNEFUL bard ! whofe foft enchanting lays, 

Sooth tyrant forrow into calm repofe ; 
Accept my thanks, accept my artleis praifc, 

Nor fcorn my trembling, and untutor'd mufe. 
'Tis thine in fofteft ftrains to melt the heart, 

With fweet-ton'd accents wake the fleeping foul, 
To dull ey'd melancholy joy impart, 

And thine, the breath of flander to controul. 
Wh^ death hath cut life's filver thread in twain, 

And moulder'd in the duft thy body lies, 
Then/ame fhall loud thy virtuous deeds proclaim, 

Whilft foars thy foul, to blifs above the Ikies: 
There clad in glorious veft, divinely bright. 
With faints enjoy, unfpcakable delight! 
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. SONNET 



THE PILGRIM* 

ARISE faif Cfnthin f Ihed thy placid beam, 

Cheer a lone pilgritfi oft hi^ devious way ; 
Illume the defart with a fiPvty gleMrt, 

Left he to yonder foefming tonent ftray. 
Hark ! how Ac wftw<^-W4ves dafli ak)i^ the ihore, 

Tumblii^ (f e¥ Mck of imcodth nagged form ; 
No light to guide hitt in tins folemn hour, 

No cave to feeket ffotti the howling ftorrti. 
Loud o'er his head the pealing thunders loll, 

7he IfgnTiliing oaftt Mound its nwd fires? 
77? Am who rtileiis tfte glo^t he fifts his foul. 

Breathes a foft figh, then fiiAing low expires. 
Sweetly to bli(s the ethcria! (pirk flics F 
Where W0fkfeuiifm»bci*dm«l her CHA«tfiN*D eyes! 
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XXIII. 



TO MR. K- 



O ! K 1 ! fwceteft of the tuneful throng! 

Whofe thrilling numbers melt upon mine ear, 
'Tis heav'nly gratitude, awakes my fong, 

And bids me raife the fupplicating pray'r. 
Hail lib'ral youth! thy rapt enlightened mind» 

Illum'd with white-rob'd pity's brighteft ray. 
The beauties of my in&nt mufe refin'd, 

And mark'd the artlels carol of my lay. 
Ye miniftering angels guard his way, 

His life-path firew with buds of blooming dye, 
When wailing o^er his beauteous Laura's clay, 

Catch ye the tear, and waft to heav'n the fi^ : 
Go I regifier on high, his deeds, his truth, 
While lift'ning feraphs hear, and ble& the matchlefs youth. 
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SONNET 



TO SIMPLICITY. 



O ! MEEK fimplicityl thy angel face ! 

Thy decent ftep, thy foft enchanting fmilc, 
Soul-beaming eye, and unaffcfled grace. 

Thy rpotlefs mind, devoid of mean-born guile. 
Delights the mufe : lead to thy hermit cell 

Fair nymph! the dafied-path we'll meekly rove, 
There nature woo, crop the fweet blue-bell, 

Sport in fancy's train, and make the ftock-dovc 
Wail her murder'd mate ; lead to the fold 

The bleating lamb— cull from the bloflbm'd vale. 
Sweet flow'rs to deck the fwains that heed'ft not gold, 

And fing our wild-notes to the lift'ning gale. 
O lead fair nymph ! lead to thy hermit cell. 

With theejimplicity did even dwell. 
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(Storied) SONNET 

XXV. 



THE PEASANT TRAVELLER. 

WEARY along the tracklels plain l)e|j»e$, 
While the pale mooorbeiain ihcils a ftcUy ny, 
That fcarcely li^ts him o*er the lagged way. 

Nor hoCpitable cot, nor curling iko^ h^ fpH^s. 

No comfort near, all dseary ^ ibfion^ 
Sadly he wanders oi>— whik fpe£lriil iigbs 
Swell on the breeze, or flit before ^is eyes 

Fantaftic forms of fuperfiition bpm^ 

Shuddering he fiarts affrighted and dii^^y'dj 
Acrcfs die plain he cails a vacant fiarc, 
When lo I the merry bells falute his e»r, 

The notes fweil fweetly o'er the .diIil%Q$ gil»de ; 

And guide him to his humble ^ow J^tffSH* 

Of labour, innocence, 2«d health, ^ ku» 
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SONNET 

XXVI.* 

WHEN erft the flow'rs of genius '^an to bloom, 

A moum&il vrjeath hli poctiy envo^e. 
To deck a Jlaixite4 paxeiK's hallow'i tomb, 

The iirft, the deaceft objeB of my love. 
With angel mein, and phy^beajning eye 

She twin'd the droopifig flow'ieis sound my kta^f 
Pluck thefe (he cried, ihe/U lure the tender Ci^, 

Whilft o'^r poetic wild? you penflve tre^d. 
Fleas'd I attended while the &ir nympli difig, 

My willioig mu£s ne'er loiter'd at her llraias, 
But touch'd her lyre, unloosed my fetter'4 tongpe. 

And raptured kail'd heriiiler mufes tjraio: 
Ah ! check presumptuous maid thy daring flight J 
Nor hope to gain fame^s lacinoting heig^ ! 
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SONNET 

XXVII. 

SCENES of my early youth, bcloVd, rever»d, 

Where oft in frolic childhood's days I fung, 
CulPd the fweet-bloflbms nature's felf had rear'di 

That o'er fair Ifea's lucid bofom hung. 
Or wand'riog o'er the flow'r befprinkPd plain. 

Heard the lov'd carol of the linnet's lay, 
And innocent cLsJheyoxiCA in the matin (farain. 

That echoM from the gently waving fpray. 
Ah! fcenes to memory dear! And hail 

The dome, "where oft with pure devotion fir*d, 
I figh'd for death to lift the aweful veil, 

With faith — ^with hope — ^with confidence infpir'd, 
I .pray'd to view the faints bright bleft abode, 
To leave mortalic joys, and dwell with God! 
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ELEGIES. 35 

ELEGY 
I. 

ON THE DEATH OF MISS STRONG.* 

(WRITTEN ON THE FIRST OF NOVEMBER.) 



**Likc moming dews (he fparkPd, was exhaled, 
**And went — to Heaven.'** 



NOVEMBER! dreary month! again thou com'ft 
Deep clad in fable clouds and chilling froft; 
Fit emblems of the mournful tale thou tell'ft: 
For on this day, this woe-fraught haplefs day 
My SISTER died! flie whom my fpiritlov'd 
Than health, or youth, or fortune, better for. 
Puie and unfpotted as the new-foll'n fnow 
Each female grace was centr'd in her form ; 
F 
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36 £LECI£S» 

Her bread with every gentk vtitue glowM. 

Heav'n*s 'habitants beheld this blooming flow'r, 

And Wd her hence; they beckon'd, and flic fled 

To job her parents in the realms of blifs, 

And left me weeping o*er her wafting clay, 

In wild defpair, and fpeechlefs agony. 

With eyes fnfl ftreaming, and a foul deprefe'd : 

Till bright-eyM faith beam'd comfort on my mind, 

And bade me dry my tears — ^bade me no more 

Repine or murmur at the will of hcav'n. 

Know, cried the seraph, GOD, who call'dher hence, 

Can never err. In life lurks many an ill 

Unfcen by mortal eye : lo ! fav*d from thefe, 

A blooming angtl^ now de foars above. 
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ON THE SAME* 

ADIEU fwect maid, a long, a laft farewel ! 

Pain would the mufe thy matchlefs virtues tell, 

Proclaim thy merit, fpeak thy heart fincere, 

And drop aflFeftion's confecrated tear : 

Such tears my Mary nc*er fhall ceafe to flow, 

Whilft I remain in this dark vale below ; 

Nc*er my lov*dglrl (while mem'ry holds her feat. 

While life is giv'n and reafon fliines complete,) 

Shall I forget thee, Mary, lovely maid, 

Who now within the darkfome tomb art laid. 

Her body to the noifome worm is giv*n. 

Her foul now foars fublime, and wings its flight to heav'n. 

Then ceafe, Eliza ! ceafe thy trembling lyre^ 

Tby fitter mingles with th' angelic choir ; 
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Attunes her praifes to the God above, 

A God of TRUTH, INFINITUDE, and LOVE. 

To him all praife, all glory, now be giv*n, 
Extol HIM men on earth, and faints in heav'n ; 
And when the folemn hour draws nigh. 
When leaving earth ray foul Ihall mount the fky, 
Thmjhall we meet — and on us joys attend, 
Unfading joys which never know an end ! 
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ELEGY 

"^VHILE foft remembrance o'er a iifler's tomb, 
Laments the change, and weeps fweet Mary's doom ; 
A motka^sjhadt firft claim'd my tendereft lays, 
Once the fond guardian of my infant days. 
Stretch'd on the bed of death I faw her lie, 
Beheld the trickling tear, the heart-felt (igh. 
O ! heav'n ! what angui(h racked my tortur'd bread ; 
Depriv'd of her, with dire-fraught woe opprefty 
Frantic I wept with uplift hands impWd! 
In midft of Cbrrow ftero, my God adoi'd.— 
My filler wept! and heav'd the deep-drawn figb;. 
But not one tear fell from my burning eye. 
Deep funk the fudden, fatalg deadly blow ; 
Nor more of joy, or peace I thought to know. 
Bright faint ! (my Oder cried) thou now art ble{l> 
Thy pains all o'er, thy woes all lull'd to reft. 
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Mild, gentle, patient thro' her woe-fraught life ; 

The tend'reft mother, and the trueft wife. 

Bow'd down with forrows, yet (he kifs'd the rod. 

And patientlyyi(^Mt^/^</ to her God I 

My fifter ftill was fpar'd, how (hort her (by ! 

The lovely girl was quickly (hatch'd away. 

Relentlels death! to rob me of my moth BIL9 

My FATHiR, SISTER, and my much lov'd buotbxrI 

Ah ! why tear from me all I held moft dear? 

Why leave ctot one to wipe the falling tear? 

Had heaven in pity fpu'd thbe lovely ntaid I 

Who late within the filcnt tomb was laid ; 

With calm content my life had pafs'd vrith diee; 

But now there's nought but dark defpair for me. 

Defpair! — alas! — ^but fee, what form appears! 

She comes to (both my woes, to dilfipate my fear» : 

Celeftial reafon i clad in azure veft, 

Approach'd, and thus, her words addreft : 



ELEGIES. 



4« 



3it-fighted maid, ah ! weep for them no more, 
hofe woes are pad, whofe (bnows all are o'er ; 
itait to God ! on him depend for might; 
d know, vain girl " whatever is, is right !'* 
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ELEGY 



ON THE DEATH OF MISS CRESWELL. 



«* Cropt like a rofe, before *tis fully blown, 
«* Or half its fweets difclos'd." 



HARK! hark! yefeir! flow tolls the knell of death, 

The lovely Ann hath yielded up her breath; 

Her pains are o'er, her gentle fpirit*s fled, 

Her body's numbered with the filent dead. 

The grimly tyrant, with unerring dart, 

Hath pierc'd her young, her good, her gen'rous heart, 

Cou'd not thy beauty, or thy virtue fave ? 

And muft thou crumble in an early grave ? 

Ah I yes ; too fure fix*d thy lamented doom ; 

Not angels now can fnatch thee from the tomb. 
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Ah ! weep ye youths ! ah ! heave the figh (incere ; 
Ye gentle maids, let fall the pitying tear : 
Mourn o'er the turf! mourn o'er the mould'ringclay ! 
The beauteous Ann to death now lies a prey. 
Fly from this hallowed fpot, each wretch prophaoe, 
Nor dare approach this confecrated fane. 
Her heart was kind, her temper gentle, mild, 
Free from di&:t\t—jinceritys fair trhild. 
A duteous daughter, and a fider kind ; 
Each virtue bright adornM her youthful mind. 
Farewell, fweet maid ! adieu my earlieft friend ! 
Angelic joys on thy pure foul attend. 
With thee my Ann the bittemefs is paft ; 
Yes, the unalterable die is cajl : 
An angel, now thou tun'ft feraphic drains, 
Sing'ft hallelujahs on the beav'niy plains. 
Bright as yon glitt'ring ftar, thou fhin'ft divine. 
To Nnew thy God ; thy Saviour now is thine.— 
G 
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Ceafe, Harriet dear! ah ! ceafe thy meltbg grief, 
Thy fighs, fwect girl, can bring thee no relief: 
Thy angel Mer now foars high in heaven; 
To her unutterable blife is giv'n. 
Then why lament? ah! let us dry our tears, 
And baniih from our hearts thofe idle fears. 
Mark ! the bright fun decline at clofe of day. 
His ling'ring beams then caft a golden ray ; 
Beauteous he looks, when finking in the weft; 
Clouds, to his glory only add a zeft: 
All hearts would grieve, did not a hope remain, 
To fee his fplendid orb bright rife again. 
At the laft day, thofe friends, now gone befcwe, 
Shall meet again — ftiall meet — to part no more. 
The trump (hall found, the dead ihall all arife; 
The exulting happy pierce the azure fkies. 
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ON A LOCK OF MISS CRESJVELVs HAIR GIVEN 
AFTER HER DEATH* 

DEAR precious relic I of my angel friend ! 

For whom fo oft I heave a£FeQion's (igh I 
for whom, 01 early Iqfil my lays afcend, 

While firicnd(hip*s facred tear bedews mine eye. 
Dear precious relic ! of my angel friend! 

Nor time, nor accident, (hall e'er us part; 
With Mary's iair, my Anna, thine I'll blend, 

Whofe image lives fisrevtr in my heart. 
When melancholy chilk me with defpair. 

And fad on frail mortality I mufe; 
To thefe will I with throbbing heart repair. 

And gem thefe locks with pity's fofteft dews. 
Soon FaitAf with eagle-eye, {hall pierce the gloom. 

And quickly da(h the felfifh tear away; 
No more Til mourn a friend or^tefs ehom, 

For loI they sparkl£ in eternal day! 
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ELEGY 

V. 



ELEGIAC UNES 
ON THE DEA TH OF MISS HARRIET CRESSfnO' 



MEEK child of truth! my gentle friend adieu ! 

Earth's {heltering bofom veils thy lov'Iy fbnn; 
With tear gem'd-eye, the hallow'd turf I ^ew,. 

Nor heed the whiftling of the hollow fionn.^ 
Ah 1 what avails this felfifli fond regret, 

Thcfe fighs of anguifli, and thefe looks of woe, 
My lovMy Harriet's mortal fun is fet. 

Her peerlefs beauty dim'd, her clay laid low. 
Was not her fpiiit gentle and ferene ? 

Mild as the genial air of balmy fpring ? 
Her mind intelligent, her face, her mien, 

More than my feeble mufc can ever fing ? 
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Yet iball not he, vho bade thofe beauties bloom, 

Nip their fweet bloiToms with the blaft of death ! 
Shall HE not fink her to an early tomb? 

And when he will recalxHE vapour breath? 
Dread pow'r to thy behefi I meekly bendl 

The mandate's hard, yet dare I not repine; 
Harriet, adieu! adieu my lovlieft friend! 

Thee, to thy god fubmiffive I refign: 
Go! gentle fprite! go! claim thy natal fky. 

And vrith thy angel Jifier* minifter on higb! h 

* Beth fitters died of confuooptions. 
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TO THE REVEREND N £ AC E.^ 

Hail! gratitude; hailnymphof hcav'nly mien! 

Welcome, thrice welcome to ray woe-worn bieaft ^ 

Is thy &ir image! Ah! bow unequal p^i 

Are the languid forms of laboured fpecch to ^ 

Faint the varied feelings of the foul. ^ 

My fpirit trembles with refinM delight, ^ 

And &in would thank thee N~— e, thee, in wfaofe 

Manly foul mild pity waves her filv'ry 

Wand, and bids thee cheer the lonely widow, 

Calm the poor orphan's finking heart, and point 

Her hopes to thofe kind regions where the wretched 

Refl from their forrows, and enjoy rcpofe. 

N E, forgive the wild-ton'd warblings of 

* This poem was written without any attention to the rules of 
profody— an extemporaneous produAion addrefTed to the moft 
benevolent of friends— a gentleman, a fcholar, and an uiuvafd 
philanthrophift \'^N9te by the autbtr. 
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My rullic mufe, and gently lift while {he 

Sighs forth paft fcenes of foul-^ftra£bg woe. 

Or paints poetic vifion! — 

Come fain-foul'd memory, unfold thy treafur'd 

Page ; give me, bright maid, to ken afirelh, tho(e 

Hours of pain, when erft misfortune fpread her 

Raven wings around our cheerful kome^ and 

Screamed with terror-ftriking voice, death! death! 

Ah ! what wafting form ftands yonder ftiiv'ring, 

Pale, and meagre? — Alas! it is my mother! 

Liften, 1 liften ! 'tis her {hrilly cough. 

Her trembling worn-out voice, thofe filver-toncs 

That once fpoke tranfport to my infant mind. 

And tun'd my foul to peace. See how ihe beckons 

Towards yon yawning — ^new-made grave, nor heeds 

My tender plainings. — Ah ! what means that 

Rubic-hue that decks her pallid cheek? Tis 

Hope's mild glow — lo ! N— e , friend of her earlieft days, 

Supports her (inking frame, and cheers her 
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Fleeting foul !— O !— 'tis Y^Sb-^JhtJUtps in peace! 
Yon fiar-wreath'd ferapfa convoys her to blifs! 
And now a &ir and fragile form, (o'er which 
Confun&ption waves his ling'ring fey the) languid, 
Weak, helpleG, &int, employs my ceafelels 
Tend'reftcare! O! Iwouldfavetkee^ Mary^ 
But it will not be; infatiate death firikes 
Deep the faul blow— her fpirit trembling, flees : 
Hail ! gentle (hade i nay, do not hafte away. 
Stay, my angelic fifier 1 touch fweetly 
Thy celeftial harp, and let Eliza 
Catch its thrilling tones, our grateful hymns may 
Soar to heav'n's eternal King, (who kens 
E*en me) and draw down facred joys on 

N e's head. — ^The beauteous angel fmiles, 

And heaven-ward fpreads her azure wings. 
Not the bright ruddy tints of fummer mom, 
Not purple autumn's evening (ky can boaft 
Such charms as clear-eyed charity. When yon 
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Bright orbs (hall ceafe to (hine, and th' angelic 

Choir hovers around our great Redeemer's 

Sacred throne — then N»— ^e, then (hall thou have 

Thy juft reward-'for his unerring word 

Hath (aid! 

^ Ye who have fed my little ones, and cloathM 

The naked woe-drench*d ftranger, or only giv'n 

A cup of water in my name, did it 

Unto me, tAar Father univerfal: 

Come then ye bleft, enjoy the radiant feats 

Prepared in heaven ! 



'* Matt. chap. xxir. 
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ELEGY 

VI. 

ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY,* 



MARK ye gay nymphs, yon fable train 

That winds along the dale, 
Lift to the forrovk'-breathing drain 

Borne on the lucid gale : 
It iighs £iir Sarah's early fate, 

It bids ye — Jeam to die! 
Ah ! feek bright virtue e'er too late, 

Eternity is nigh. 
Sarah, the lov'lieft of the fair, 

Mild as the op'ning day, 
Whofe eye oft (hone with pity's tear, 

Now refts on bed of clay. 



1 
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(The lllly droops its filv'ry creft, 

Chill'd by the ftorm's rude breathy 
And anguifli writhing in her breaft, 

Pointed the ihaft of death.) 
Silent, is now, that dulcet tongue, 

That erft was wont to cheer; 
And chaim the jocund youthful throng, 

Or claim the feeling tear. 
Clos'd are thofe orbs that (hone ferene; 

Blanch'd are the rofe's bloom ; 
No more we view her graceful mien, 

Now fiirin'd in yonder tomb. 
Yet ceafe my mufe 1 give o'er thy plaint. 

Why mourn fair Sarah's death ! 
The lovely maiden you lament 

Hath gain'd an heav'nly birth. 



H2 
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ELEGY 



ON THE DEATH OF MY BROTHER.* 



CROPT in the bloom of youA! beliold lie lies? 
Faft closM in death, his once expreffive eyes. 
My George, thou deared, mnch-lor'd youth, adico! 
Ne'er is thy lifter doom*d thy form to view. 
Thy plcafing accents ne'er will charm her car; 
No more thy hand wipe off the falling tear; 
No more confole thy widow'd mother's heart; 
Thy duteous words no more a joy impart ; 
No more direft her hopes to happier days j 
And fond expeftant youth point out the ways. 
Alas! on India's ftiores he ne'er will tread, 
For, O ! my George is mingl'd with the dead. 
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Heart-piercing thought! yet, (hall I dare repine? 
No, gracious heaven, the work was only thine ! 
To thee I yield, do thou appeafe my foul. 
And each repining anxious thought controul. 
Come, bright religion I come, thou heav'nly maid» 
Dwell in my heait, O i lend thy foothing aid, 
Till death fhall (hatch my foul firom cumbrous clay» 
And waft it fwift to fcenes of endlefs day. 
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INCONSTANT goddels! happinefs! Ol vhy 

So fwift run firom me ? wilt thou never deign 

To fojoum here, and this defponding heart 

With thy all-animating prefence cheer ? 

Why (when I fondly fancy thou art mine ; 

When jocund pleafure fits upon my lip ; 

And on my cheek glows fprightly innocence 

When ev'ry fcene a joyous afpeft wears) 

Do chilling damps of poverty alTail ? 

Or death's relentlefs fey the mow down my friends, 

And dim my foul with dark affliftion ? 

Thus I complain'd: when from a filver cloud, 

That girt th* horizon, fleppM an angel-form, 

Arrayed in flowing rohes of pureft white a 

His head a fparkling crown of light adom'd; 
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His (houlders (hone with many colour'd wings 

That filled with balmy fragrance all the air, 

Bright as the moon's unclouded orb; his face 

DifTufed around incomparable beams, 

Whofe luftre fpake him meffengcr from hcav'n, 

Maje(Hc moving with feraphic voice 

Hefaid: 

Why hope on earth what dwells alone in hcav*n, 

Can happinefs with mortal frailty ftay ; 

A ftate of trial this, ind not of joy, 

Where woes lies fcattei'd by th' Almighty power 

To wean thee from thofe fafcinating fins 

That to the world the forms of pleafure wear. 

What if thy friends are feized in death's cold gripe, 

Their bodies only moulder — high rewards 

For ills here fuffer'd meet their fouls in heav'n. 

Mourn not that poverty is thine — ^but know 

The Father of the univerfe fiill oft 

Affiif^s the good — ^and chafiens whom he loves ! 
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ELEGY 

IX. 

■■ 0-^^ — 

Ion the death of mrs. b- 



HARK! with portentous found the deep-ton'd bell 

Proclaims the death of one beloved well; 

See the (ad moumen weeping o'er her bier. 

And drop the kind, the fympathetic tear. 

She's gone ! the dreaded hour is pad, 

Angels attended when (he breathM her laft. 

Religion, fource of ev*ry heart-felt joy, 

Pointed to pleafures which can never cloy, 

Cheer'd her laft gafp, fmooth'd the ftem-brow of death, 

And uught with meeknefs to refign her breath. 

Then wherefore weep, the ftruggling pang is o'er ; 

Ah ! dry your tcan, lament for her no more. 
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All earth-bom cares forget, flie*s now at reft; 
No racking pams now tear her worthy breaft. 
Her foul is wafted to the realms of light, 
Clad in angelic robes (he Ihines moft bright. 
Will you, my Ann, friend of ray youthful days, 
Awhile, ah! liften to my artlefs lays? 
Let refignation cheer your drooping heart, 
Tho' hard the pang, tho' terrible to part ; 
Yet know 'tis God inflifts the dreadful woe, 
Nor aught can now avert thef mighty blow. 
May patience mild angelic maid defcend. 
From black defpair your worthy bread defend; 
Be calm, my friend, you are not left alone, 
A tender much-lov'd mother's death to mourn; 
You*vc brothers, lifters — ^ftill a parent kind ; 
Ah I may his precepts fink into your mind; 
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To him each fond, each kind attention pay» 
Be youi's to footh his grie& the live-long day ; 
Revere his virtues— ever duteous be, 
And heaven's high benedi£Uon ynk on thee. 



1 
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ELEGY 

• X. 

ON THE DEATHS 

OF 

MAMU AND SARAH AMELIA STRONG. 



THE midnight breeze fighs hollow thro* the glade, 

And weaned nature's wrapt in foft repofe; 
Pale melancholy courts the gloomy {hade, 

And piteous tells her tale of many woes. 
Now let the mufe her folemn ftation feek. 

On yon fall'n ruin, defolate and drear, 
In facred fong, with refignation meek, 

Breathe her fad numbers to the humid air; 
** Chaunt the flow requiem" o'er the ncw-turn*d mound, 
And firew vrith cyprefs wreaths this confecrated ground. 

I2 
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O! death! infatiate monfter! mortals dread, 

Why drink the heart's blood of the young and gay; 
Why come in cunning 'guife with fllent tread 

To crop thofe maids — fweet as the vernal day: 
Delicious beauty! evanefcent flow'r, 

How foon thy ENVIED glories fade away; 
The grave's chill region all thy charms o'er pow^r, 

Minglbg thy lovely form with common clay : 
While thou, thrice hallow'd virtue, Hands 

confefi, 
Unaw'd by death's ftem frown for ever bleft! 
Chafte as the lilly — gay as the vermeil rofe, • 

Light as the rein-deer, fprighrtly as the fawn ; 
The lov'ly sisters every charm difclofel 

Pure as the filver tints of early dawn. 
Allur'd by pleafure's bland enchanting call, 

They fought the mazy, gay, fantaflic train ; 
Siiiil'd at the concert — ^grac'd the fcftive ball. 

Their young hearts throbbing to the tuneful firain, 
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While innocence was their's — ^and fportive mirth, 
And filial tendernefs, and innate worth. 
Maria! Emily! lamented nymphs ! 

Who lately hloom'd in all the pride of youth. 
Fair as the Houri— elegant as fylphs, 

Matchlefs m beauty, innocence, and truth. 
AVhere are your charms ? in death's dark chambers laid, 

Cold as the turf that pillows your remains ; 
Pale as the marble vafe or twilight's fiiade, 

Expos'd to howling winds, and drenching rains: 
Dim'd is the radiant luftre of thofe eyes, 
Seal'd with the sleep of death their pecrlefs beauty j 

lies. 
Yet round their urn fpring's earlicft fweets fhall bloom, 

(O ! much beloved, 1 much regretted twain) 
And pious memory, loit*ring near their tomb. 

Pour the fad death-fang's forrow-breathing (Irain. 
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What, tho* no trophied honoius round diem ihine, 
Love's HOLY TEAR ihall gem the turfy fod, 

Maternal tendemeis figh o'er their fhrine. 
And refignation point our hopes to God ! 

To innocence like their's ccfiatic hlHs is given» 

Virtues unerring furt reward is heaoen* 
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ELEGY 

XI. 

ON THE DEATH OP W. BECRFORH), ESQ. 

AUTHOR OF THE HISTORY OF JAMAICA. 



HIM whom the mu/h loj/d, and man revered ; 

Who knew with flulfal hand to touch the lyre, 
Whofe claffic-page, on truth^s firm bafis rcar'd, 

Breathes the pure ardour of poetic fire ! 
Him, o'er whofe moral lay, I've raptur'd hung, 

Whilft thrilling melody awoke my fong : 
Whofe worth, in woodnotes-wild, 1 boldly fung, 

Whofe fong could aye my piercing woes controul. 
Of km IJing: nor fcom my fimple ftrain. 

Ye whom the noble heights of fdience tread ; 
The voice which echos from the lowly plain, 

May raife a tribute to the illuftrious dead. 
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Let learning rear on high her haughty cre(!. 

And boaft the treafures of fcholaftic lore ; 
Tho' learning ne'er illum'd my cheerlefs breafi, 

Nor e'er to me difpla/d her precious fiore ; 
Yet, Beckfordl o'er thy honoured tomb I'll weep, 

(Thy worth, thy genius, claims a facred tear) 
Mourn round the fpot where " thy bleft relics fleep," 

fVktle loftier poeii confecrate thy bier. 
And oft at blulhing mom, and dewy-eve, 

As thro' the woodland glades I peniive rove. 
In plaintive tones thy matchlefs drains I'll breathe. 

Sad as the murm'ring breeze that wbifpeis thro' the grove. 
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ODE 



TO FRIENDSHIP. 



SACRED nymph 1 Enchanting queen! 
Long Tvc wooM thy look ferene; 
Oft have tun'd my dulcet fhell, 
To lure thy feclnating fpell. 
Sought thee in the peaceful dale. 
When evening breathes her thymy gale ; 
Or climb'd the mountain's craggy height 
To kea thee, fair celeftial fprite. 
When fportive fancy in mine ear 
Whifper'd, lo ! the nymph is near, 
I hop'd to view thy fiice divine, 
To mark, thro' every feature Ihinc 

K2 
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The foul Jincere—Jerapkic trutk^ 
Bland pity s tear^-^temal youth* 
But, ah ! the form that met my fight, 
(In mem'ry's eye I fee the wight) 
With dazzling beauty charm'd awhile» 
And chcer*d me with her fyrcn fmile. 
But when gaunt woe's terrific doom 
Spread around chaotic gkXHn ; 
Bade the fpirits of difeafe 
Brink my heart's blood, wound my peace i 
And fcowling grief, with baleful ftogs, 
Writhe my foul with venom'd piogs i 
Then fwiftly fled the mugic fair. 
And fmiling left me to defpui I 
O ! come fair friend (hip, foul elating powV t 
Thou lov'ft to calm aSll£lion's SOMBRE hour^ 
'Tis thou who feek'ft the widow's cot. 
Where fad flie walls her chccrlcfs bt, 
Breathes to the lift'nlng winds hex meking plaim. 
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While hollow rocks alone return the wild lament ! 
Till thou, fair heav'n dire£led maid 
Pours balm into thofe wounds infatiate death hath made. 
O ! firiendfliip come ! difpel each rifing figh, 
Comfort ihall gild my foul when thou art nigh. 

And fee obedient to my pray'rs 

The nymph's celeftial form appears ; 

'Neath her feet blue violets fpring, 

Thro' the air their odours fling; 

Light fhc treads the flow'r deck'd ground> 

DiHufing happinefs around. 

Mortals hail the heav'oly fair. 

Bend the knee, and raife the pray'r : 
Sweep, fweep feraphic mufe, thy golden lyre, 
With po'fy's thrilling tones my foul infpire ; 
And as I rove thcfis ro&ate flowVs among, 
O ! d;:lgn to confccrate my fimplc fong. 
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ODE 



SHRILL blows the blafi of war : — ^the cannons' roar 
In fullen murmurs echo from the fbore : 
Cripfon'd with human blood th* empurpled tide, 
Rolls its ilow murky wave in awful pride. 
The (hriek of woe— the agonizing fmart, 
The life-diflblving figh that rends the heart 
Englooms creation : — ^Horror waves his wand 
And frowns tremendous 'midft the naval band : 
Death rides triumphant o'er the 'turbed main, 
And banquets fierce on heaps of mortals flain. 
Yet, thro' the hoftile ranks Britannia's boaft, 

Brave Duncan, Trollop, hurl their miflive fire, 
Aflail bold Dutchmen near their fea-lav'd coaft, 

And bid each Britiih youth to &me afpire. 
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Death— war — ^nor carnage can their fouls appal, 

Fir'd with this hallo w'd thought— their 
country's weal. 
Yet when the chiefs fee many a mortal fall, 

And hear them breathe to heav'n a laft appeal, 
Mark them entomb'd beneath a mazy wave, 
In deatlCs attire plung*d in a wat'ry grave ; 
Thofc warlike heroes— enemies to fear. 

Who fiemm'd the battle's terror with a fmile, 
Drop o'er the fall'n a confecrated tear. 

For angel pity fill their hearts awhile. 
Mercy to bravery is near allied, 
Tis Britain's darling theme— her boast, her pride. 
Think we not heav'n injusTiCE has decreed, 
The virtuous fuffeier a glorious meed ? 
Lo! from its baulements a feraph train. 
Sooth many a parting fprite with rapt'rous ftrain. 
Infpire their fouls with fortitude fublime. 
To bear the pang of death— to leap the gulph of t ime ! 
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But, ah ! metbinks ! ('ds nature (bikes the lyre) 

I hear the orphans (hriek— the widows groan ; 
Of 'venom'd woe fee families expire, 

I mark the fcaldii^ tear— the troub'lous moan. 
See wild defpair with finenzy rolling eye. 

And fliivVing poverty^ wan haggard wi^it, 
And fcom, and fad oppicffion vaunring high. 

To wrap yon forrowing tribe, in grief's chill nigfiu 
But, hark! 
Seraphic chantings float along the air. 

Bland pity's form, firom yonder fleecy cloud 
Breaks on my dazzled view : — while angels fair 

Circling the godded in a luflrous croud 
Exulting wsut to hear her high behefl 
While aweftruck mortals kneel before the facav'nly gueft' 
Go ! ye angelic hoft, the (erapb cries, 

To Britain hafle and aid the mourner's piay'r. 
Comfort the fouk, which mifery allies, 

Check the big figh— aireft the felling tear : 
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ritannia's gen'ious fbns will cbeer the group, 
or let the widow fink— the orphan droop s 

While THEY infpired with energy divine* 
^all bid defponding care no more intrude, 

Around their hearts fweet memory (hall twine, 
he amaranthine wreath of gratitude I 
^r you, ye noble patrons of this night, 

Whofc bofoms, fraught with facrej pity's glow, 
ling from the torch of charity, the bright. 

The lambent flame that diffipates pale woe. 
Vhcn widows, orphans, mothers, lifters — pour 

The mingled pray'r to heav'n's eternal King, 
Q devious warb'ling breathe their pious lore. 

Sweet as the hymns adoring angels ling ; 
Attendant bleflings wait upon their fong, 
*o crown with joy and peace— this charitable throng. 
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Say, is there aught fuch rapture can impart 
As the fweet tranfixMrts of a feeling heart ? 
Oft to the world have gen'rom Britons prov'd. 
The higheft loxry is— doing good ! 
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ODE 



ON THE VJCTORY OBTAINED BY LORD NELSON. 



HARK *m the fliout of vi6^ry meets mine car. 

Again it floats upon the ambient air, 

While Britain's fons exulting at the found, 

Pour the ecfiatic fong of tranfport round. 

Entwine a civic wreath for NelforCs Htad\ 

The honouT^di envied^ peerlefs meed 

Of valour^ liberty y and truth. 

Charms that infpirit age, and fire the bread of youth. 

With virtue^ worthy and genius fraught, 

f torn freedom^ s'beamj^ ihrine the holy flame they caught. 
Yet as the tones of triumph flow, 
Methinks I hear the folemn voice of woe : 
La 
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Sadly flic mnnnnn throP the flndes of mglii; 

Shnnks firem the I1711U1 of joy, nor liecds the cbedbl 

Within the Ucentcd bread of care; 
Pgot the rich oordial drop of fympatfay^ 

WHpe from the mourner's check the fonowing tear, 
And firive to footh with bland humanit}'. 
The blow — that robs the CoiiUi^ ii^t of its Gre, 
Tears from the &ithfril wife 
The dearefi Ueffii^ of her life. 
And wild chaotic griefr — and tiembling woes infpiic. 

Fairer than infant day, 
WTien on the breaft of chaos firft itgleam'd, 

A quiv'ring, foft, ceieftial ray, 
That o'er the unform'd world a radiant (IreamM ; 
Bright as the dewy-eye of eve, 
From the green bofom of the main, 
A nymph appears of form divine; 

A laurel crown her brOM'S enwreatb. 
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While virtue's hallow'd thoughts thro' every feature fhine, 
Britannia hear her voice, mark her prophetic drain. 
O ! cherifli liberty ! nor haughty Gaul ; 

Nor defpot e'er (hall fway this favour'd ifle ; 
Nor fiend-like tyranny your fouls appal. 
Peace round the land her olive branch (hall weave, 

Illume the palace — on the cottage fmile; 
And fongs of virtuous joy and matchlefs bleflings breathe. 
Plenty again {hall cheer the poor man's heart; 
Content and fmiling blifs their treafur'd charms impart. 
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ODE 



ON THE RESTORA TION OF PEA CE, * 



FLOATING adown yon fun-beam's luftrous linCi 

A form fcraphic meets my raptur'd view, 
An Olive wreath her heav*nly brows ent>\'inc, 

Star*d with the opal-ever varying hue. 
Her fapphire eye 

Mocks the diamond's piercing ray ; 
Her cheeks Aurora's rofeatc tints out-vie, 

When dight in dew-gem'd robes fhe wooes the God of day 
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Thro* hcav'n's expanfe a filv'ry trumpet founds, 
Round Britain's fea-girt fhores the note rebounds : 
Strike, ftrike the lyre. 
Bid war terrific ceafc ! 
I^t joy each patriotic bread infpire, 
And hail with loud acclaim the hallowed form of Peace! 
Commerce, who long within her golden cell, 
(Hewn in a Promontory's fide, 

Whofe rocky bafe green furges lave ; 
Around its brow aquatic weeds, 

In wild fantallic windings wave,) 
Bewaird Briunnia erft her darling child, 
Shudd'ring beheld the naval fight. 
Saw many afpirit wing her wondWous flighty 
And heard bleak Boreas howl the Teaman's melancholy knell : 
Rous'd by the cheering voice of Peace, 

Springs from her folitary cave, 
Bids fqualid poverty her murmurs ceafe. 

Bids /tf^our firom defpair her hardy vot'ries lave. 
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Wbae aft exoldog^^nmr ftown'd, 

O^cr the nnfd dieek kealtk thfows a vaMf gleam, 

Each bri^bten'd eye ccflatic tnoTpom beam. 
And hope* and Dniling firolic, fport around. 
The a^ed matron, views widi ^ad furprife, 

Herdiihiicn bv^d fiom JtfoMmg ntar; 
Enliv'niiig joy ilhtmes her eyes. 

As fondly to her throbbing breaft, 
(While down her time-wani cheek wild raptures ttar, 

With (acred feelings not to berepieft, 
Diftiird in pearly drops appear) 

She clafps the heroic youth retum'd from &r, 
Retum'd, in focial joys to pafs his life, 
To clofe his parent's eyes, to blefs his lovely wife. — 
Prophetic vifions — ^vifions of delight, 
In fwift fucceffion charm the mental fight: 
Truth, Reason, Liberty, on Britons fhiRC, 
Each joy, each bleffing, human and divine. 
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ELLA. 



(from " WHAT HK\ 8E£N.**) 



COLD blew the gale, dark was the night, 

When Ella, haplefs maid^ 
O'er a bleak mountain's craggy height 

In wild diforder ftray'd. 
And fad her plaintive numbers figh^d. 

And breath'd her fimple tale : — 
*• Why was I not my Albert's bride, 

" The boaft of Arran vale. 
'• His brow, youth, love, and truth difclofe, 

'* Joy tun'd his dulcet firain ; 
** His cheeks were like the damafk rofe 

<* That bluihes on the plain. 
Ms 
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<* But now, alas! he's cold and dead, 

"He's funk to filcnt reft! 
** Death*s pallid hue his cheeks o'er fpread ; 

" The turf lies on his brcaft ! 
" But (oft! behold his angel (hade! 

" He beckon's me away !" 
Thus (igh'd the dying, lovely maid. 

And fled to lealms of day ! 



BALLADS, &C. 87 

ADDRESS TO PEACE. 



(from «^what has been.**) 



ANGEL of peace ! from thy ftar*d feat on high, 

£nthron*d amidft the radiant fons of light, 
Hafie, on the rofy zephyr's bofom fly, 
• And on yon fuff^ring mortal's couch alight. 
Shed o'er her foul thy heav'n-confoling balm ; 

Bid the wild tumult of her bofom ceafe; 
3id the loud tempeft of her woe be calm. 

Or take her fpirit to thy realms, O Peace. 
For there dwells love, and joy, and pure delight; 

There fwiftly flee the rofeate hours away ; 
Spirits of heav*n mark not their rapid flight. 

Since airs one boundlels, bright, eternal day. 
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Gone are thofe dayi» forever fled, 

When pleafure wing*d the rofeate hours; 
When hope by fportivc fancy led 

Shed o'er my foul her magic powers. 
The early bud, the dew-gem'd flow*!, 

The woodlark's wild melodious fong; 
Pale ev'ning's foft and tranquil hour, 

My foul diftra£b, my griefs prolong. 
A folemn gloom thofe fcenes pervade, 

That erft were wont delight to yield; 
For low beneath the turf is laid 

The fiurefi flow'r m beauty's field. 
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MAY MORNING.^ 



CREATION fmilcs around, fercnc 2uid gay! 
The feather'd choir falute the blooming May : 
The fields afliime a variegated dye. 
And ftrike, with tranfport, th' cnraptur'd eye; 
The fimple primrofey delicate of hue, 
Now droops beneath the pearly drops of dew; 
The humble daify, and the violet fweet. 
Spontaneous grow beneath my wand'ring feet; 
Soft blows the breeze, mild is the azure (ky; 
The lark attunes her matin notes on high. 
And charms my ear with her enchanting fong, 
Whilft o'er the fragrant mead I trip along.— 
I view each opening bud, each blooming flow'r. 
And ^nder at the great creative pow'r.— 
Around I turn mine e'er delighted eye, 
And fix it on a calm, unclouded iky. 
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How fine chb proTpe^ cheerfal and ferency 
This varied landfcape> this delightful fcene ! 
Tis thou, O Goo, has fbrm'd the beaut'ous whole. 
And given rtafon, to the hymanfoul! 
Accept, Oh 1 then, the oraifons I raife, 
Of unfeign'd gratitude, of fervent praife : 
To thee each mom my earlieft vows I'll pay. 
And b^ a bleffing to the new-bom day. 
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BENEATH THE AGED OAK.* 



BENEATH yon age4 ««k's lomantic fliadc, 
(For friendfiiip, love, and contemplation made ; 
Where the green nrofs-^grown feat, by nature dreft, 
Invites my wearied limbs awhile to reft,) 
Calm let me fir, and mufe on Nature's God, 
Who deigns to view me from his blcft abode. 
O ! Thou, omnipotent ! Thou good fupremc ! 
Thou lord of heav'n and earth ! thefe tears that dream 
From a fuppliant maiden's weeping eyes— - 
And, O my God ! do not that maid defpifc. 
Bereft oF parents, brother, fiftcr — all; 
God of the fatherlefs ! on thee I call ! 
O ! hear my fervent pray'r, direft my heart ; 
A ray of thy all-cheering grace impart : 
Oh 1 ^ide my fteps, 4nftru£l my eaily youth, 
To live in *iniwcence) .aad ^find thy malh! ! 
N 



r 



QS BALLADS, &C.. 

Teach me with mildnefs to thy will to bend, 
Whatc'cr it be, to whatfoe'er it tend. 
Let not a murmur e*er efcape my bread ; 
Let not ambition e'er invade my reft : 
May mild contentment grace my little cot ; 
ril fmile at wcalthi and blels my happy lot. 
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THE BEGGAR.* 



MARK yon old man, with anguiih fore opprefl, 

With humble voice your charity implore ; 
Let gentle pity melt your manly breaft, 

Nor fee him linger, fhiv'ring at your door. 
Haply, in affluence e'en he was bred ; 

By fortune favoured, and by friends careGM, 
(Nor thought he e'er (hould beg his fcanty bread,) 

With ev'ry joy, with ey'ry comfort bleft. 
Will ye not lift ? clofe ye the folding door ? 
No longer there my good old friend implore.— 
Accept the little mite, the trifling ai4 

An orphan offers to afford relief; 
Vm but a poor, ill-feted, haplefs maid. 

Deeply acquainted with affliftive grief. 
Na 
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=S=SSBS5aBBBaHaaBKlHEBBS^EaBSiBaaBBiaKi^fili 

Ah ! could I comfort diy decHning ycarsy 

And cheer the rugged path of black defpair ! 
Sooth the flow, weary hours of life's laft (bge. 

And diflipate each pale conoding care. 
But vain that wiih ! poor, good old man, adieu ! 
Full oft, a figh 1*11 heave, and think on you : 
And ah ! may fome benignant angel fhield, 
Relieve your wants, and cv'ry blefling yield ! 
When death has clos'd your weary, tearfiil eyes, 
And on the bier your clay-cold body lies, 
Swift may your fpirit wing its rapid flight 
To realms of endlefs blifs, and ever pure delight. 



TO PEACE* 



SAY gentle peace ! where rather doft thou dwelt ? 

In haughty cities, of in lowly dell ; 

In cot, or palace ? tell me foft-ey'd maid ; 

Fain o'er thy floVry path my fteps would tread. 

Behold a maiden bending at thy/Inn^; 

O ! cheer her bofom with a fmile divine ! 

But hark I at length the beauteous goddefs fpeaks ; 

The blufh of innocence adorns her cheeks ; 

Her eyes bright beaming with celeftial fire. 

Proclaims religion as her heav'nly fire : 

And ah 1 (he cries, if ever thou would'ft (hare 

My kindeft influence, my tendered care, 

Let virtue be thy aim ; with her I dwell, 

Alike in cities, and in peaceful dell t 



( 
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aBSBSBB^BSBSSaBiaSBaaBBSifiiBBBBBi 

Piirfue her fieps, then tboa wilt fure attam 
That heaVnly manfioo, €ree from grief or pain ! 

The goddeii ccas'd. 

Sweet, lovely peace I thy filver voice I hear ; 

It breaks like fofteft mufic on my ear : 

Thy words (hoot thrilling tranfport thro' my bieaft. 

And footh my paffions into calmefi reft. 

Yes, I'll obey thy voice, be virtue's child. 

Be kind, be artleii, innocent and mild. 
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A WALK AT SUNSET ON THE EASTERN CLIFFS 
OF TIEGNMOUTH, DEVON* 



LOUD beats the furge againft the craggy fhore; 
And waves to waves fucceed with folemn roar I 
The fun, juft finking from my ling'ring view, 
Tips the high hills with many a beauteous hue. 
Ah ! what a profpeft meets my ravifh'd fight. 
And fills my fpirit with fiiblime delight ! 
The tow'ring cliffs with forms majeftic rife, 
And feem to greet the a/ure bending fides. 
Beneath my feet the deep's wild waten lave 
Their rocky bafc with many a filver wave. 
The ftately veffcl deck'd with naval pride, 
Dances with grandeur o*er the fwelling tide ; 
Her waving dreamers flutter in the wind. 
Swiftly flie fails, and leaves the fliore behind. 
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Nov pde^d Gyfltfab aoMb facr fiter car. 
And throvs htr hfnit t>i fcoiwwi*d U^fat 9£xr , 
Tfcmblin^ bcboki tbem fpoit along the main. 
And add new graces to die rharmii^g ftene. 
Delimited, here I fland— delighted, paufe;— 
Rcfled with rev'reDCc on the great Jtrfi tauftl 
B£iNC omnipotent ! thy boundlefs fvay 
Extends o'er hig^eft heaven, o'er earth and Tea ; 
Dtrc3s the worlds that roll beyond our ken. 
And mach thy goodnefs yields to finfiil men. 
All praife, all adoration's due to thee. 
For all thy mercies may \ grateful be ; 
Ne'er may my heart forget its gracious Lord, 
Rut bend fubmiflive to hb awful word. — 
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fuoitm.* 



AH 1 Tvhat avail my falling tears i 

My piercing fighs are vain; 
Nor wild defpair, nor trembling fears, 

Can bring hef' back 9ffktk ! 

Mary is fled ! the lovelieft maid I 
Cold is her heart, and in the dark-temb laid. 
O 
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INVOCATION TO SLEEP* 



COME, gentle fleep ! and weigh my eye-lids down ; 

0*cr my fad head extend thy friendly hand: 
In balmy flumbers all my forrows drown, 

And wave, O mild eye'd peace! thy olive wand. 

Let no ill dreams moleft my foft repofe ; 

But sweetly eafy may I (ink to reft : 
(On mortal grief foon may thefe eye-lids clofe ;) 

Andpeace unrivall'd triumph in my breaft. 
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LINES 



WRITTEN. 



IN A PRAYER BOOK,* 



WITHIN this (acred page, for peace I feek ! 

To calm the anguifli of my troubled breaft ; 
To wipe the tear from off my pallid cheek; 

To ftop my fighs, and footh my woes to reft : 
Hail ! fair religuml hail ! thou heavenly poVr, 

rris thou canft cheer affliction's dreary hour. 
Oa 
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INSCRIPTION FOR 4 FAVOURITE SEA7 



#^0 — 

SACRED to fncndfhip, and to love. 

Remain for ever here ; 
May no rode band this feat remo\'c ; 

Bedew'd with many a tear. 
Twas here I fpcnt the focial hour, 

With her my heart approv'd; 
Here fpoke of gfn*roMS (Jrkndfliii^'s pv>^v:*T, 

To the (veet gifl I lovU 
Mild as the gentle hreath of ipj;in&i 

Soft as the vcm<a^l dew ; 
Swiftly on time's light ^laiineiit >'ivgf, 

The pleaing mo/i^^Qts i)(S\v> 
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RESIGNATION.* 



BE calm, my foul ! return unio thy red; 
Hufli'd be this tumult in my throbbing breafi;, 
Submit to heavea ! bend to its juft defigOt 
To ev'ry change endeavour to refign I 
For know ! that God viho Ibrm'd thee out of naughty 
Guided thy reafon, and infpir'd thy thought, 
Will ftill prote£^, and lead thro' li£e*s dark way» 
To fccnes of endlefs bli(s, and everlafiing day. 
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TO SLANDER.'^ 



AH! keen^tooth'd flander, pdint thy fhaft at me. 
Let all thy venom'd vfiath be poured. 
Wound deep my feace, and fully my white feme; 
But fpare m y f pare her facred duft, 

Nor with thy pois'nous breath profane her ihade, 
Ye angel minifters who guard the dead. 
With ftriftcft care watch o*er her hallow'd urn, 
Nor let th' unholy feet of flander dare 
Approach the fpot where her bleft relic lie ;* 

* Thcfe lines were written in the days of childhood on hcari 
the memory of one reviled whofc fine underftandihg, fliini 
talents, meeknefs, afBi^tions, and refignation, ought to ha 
infured her the adtr.iration even of her enemies. 
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ON VIEWING THE RUINS OP K ABBEV, 

DEVONSHIRE* 



HERE pale-eyed fuperftiuon held his reign, 

Ruling his vot'ries with terrific fvray ; 
To midnight vigils wak'd the veftal train, 

Glooming the cktru^ rtaforCs lucid ray. 
Methinks, e'en now, I view the narrow cell. 

The high-rais'd roof, and rudely-fculptur'd wall; 
In fancy's ear, now founds the ev'ning knell, 

The vefper hymn, and penfive nun's foot-fall. 
Lo! thro' the long drawn cloifter's chilly gloom, 

While the faint taper fcarcely marks the way, 
I fee a child of eiror feek the tomb 

Of martyi'd faint :«*before his ftirine to pay. 
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I hear the ardent vow, the trembling figh. 

View the uplifted faaBd% aod fineniied gae 
And hark! — yoo fcreaBiDg owlet flitting by 

Amoke my (en(es from th' unreal maze 
Of wand'ring thought.— And now the ruined pile 

0*er whofe rude fbnn the ivy throws a veil, 
I penfive mark from the lorn church-j-aid fiile. 

And with the moral lay the ruin hail ! 
Like thb £dl*n pile my &ame will foon decay, 
And mingle friendly vnth its native c'.ay! 
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DESCRIPTION 



OF 



A BEAUTIFUL INFANT. 



— o--^-o— 



HER checks the bloom of health difclofc, 
Her eyes the hare-bell's gloffy hue ; 

Her pouting lips the budding rofe, 
Gem'd with the radiant morning hue. 



f 
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ELLEN AND EDWARD. 



** To-morrow fliall the traveller come j 
« He that faw me in my beauty 
'< Shall come : His eyes will fearch the 
« Field, but they will not find me." 



SLOW as I tread the devious woods amoog. 
While thick'ning glooms enwnqp creation round ; 

The laft faint warble of the (hepheid's long 
Trills in foft cadence o*er the dewy mound. 



J 
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Now bufy mcm'ry conjures up the paft, 

A fleeting viGonary fcene appean; 
The forms I view-^wild, trembling, and aghafti 

The meagre phantoms of departed \«cars. 
Behold yon ruined, defolated fpot, 

Where the rank hemlock waves its baleful leaves; 
*Twas once a peaceful, neat, and fimple cot, 

Though now its mould'ring walls the ivy wreaths. 
There dwelt a maid, ^ras the infant day. 

The fweeteft bloflbm of yon little vale: 
To her each (hepherd tun'd his love-lorn lay, 

And hymn'd her prai(es to the balmy gale. 
Beauteous (he was, and innocent, and gay. 

Nor formM a wifli beyond her lowly (late ; 
She rofe to gladnefs with the motning ray. 

And funk to refl witlf confcious wordi elate* 
Ne*er had (he known a parent's watchful care. 

Yet fondly cherifliM by a faithful friend. 
She felt no wants, (he droppM no bitter tear. 

Nor had with aught of fotrow to contend.. 
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Sweetly fecluded from the gaudy worlds 

In calm retirement Ellen pail the day; 
No envious thoughts hy vay-\vard fancy hurled, 

' Venom'd content, or quench'd its genial ray. 
On the green margin of a filv'ry (lream» 

One eve as gentle Ellen pcnfivc hied, 
To mark the wan moon's clear, tho' borrow'd beam, 

Dance in gay fparkles on the rippl'ing tide. 
Enchain'd by meditation's magic fpell, 

Her form impended o'er th' unrulH'd wave, 
When fudden from the fedgy bank fhe fell. 

And fighlng-^funk into a lucid grave. 
It chanc'd, a noble youth, mild, generous, brave> 

As o'er the dew-deck'd field he thoughtful ftray'd, 
Beheld her light form cleave the luftrouswavc. 

And rufli'd to fave from death the lovely maid. 
pi'd by humanity — unaw'd by dread, 

Dauntlefs he plunges in the glittering dream, 
Chifps the fair nymph, and bears her to the mead, 

Where now yon time-worn ruins faintly gleam. 
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There o'er the maiden's form he raptur'd hung^ 

Mark'd life's empurpl'd glow cxpreffive eye, 
Drank hland delicious poifon (torn her tongue, 

Admiring look'd and breath'd th' empaflion'dligh. 
Allied by fympathy's myfierious aid,. 

Their fouls full foon conceiv'd a mutual love; 
In each fond heart imperial honour fwa/d. 

Blended with all the mildnefs of the dove^ 
Ah ! lucklefs pair ! wove in the loom of fate ; 

Gaunt mifery's tiffued with thy tender love. 
An ebon tram of direful ills await^ 

That e'en the breaft of apathy might move* 
From noble parents Edward claim'd his birtb» 

Vain of their fortunes, of their titles proud; 
Lofty, vindi£live, flern to modefl worthy 

Meanly obfequious to the wealthy crowd. 
Stem anger fir'd the incens'd father's foul 

Soon as the lovers pallioD reach'd his ears; 
Nor honour — reafon— could his ire controul, 

Or for a moment calm his haughty fears. 
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<< Shall Edwird ! pride and glory of my lioufe» 

** M'rngle hit honoun with the piebdm tribe? 
«* Rather may every vengeful pow*r nodcp 

** To mar his peace— 4han Ellen be his bride."* 
Soon 'fofc fwcct Ellen's vine^lad cot 

The imperious Baron firown*dy 
Accurs'd her beauty, fpura'd her humble lot. 

And fwore to hurl his direful vengeance round. 
•« Sorc'rels, away, (the infenfate noble cry*d) 

" Or dread the fury of my juft revenge: 
«« Thou dar^ft not, feeble wretch, my pow'r deride; 

•* Thou can*ft not, witch, my might will avenge.** 
The weary pilgrim, journeying on his way, 

With horror hean the fcowling tempeft roll. 
Around his brow the vivid light*nings play. 

Wild chilling fears his trembling heart appal. 
The torrent rufhing from the mountain top, 

Spreads o'er the plain its defolating pow'r, 
Crufties the golden harvcft's waving crop, 

Drenches the daifi'd mead— deftrovs the infant flow'r* 
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Chill curlM the blood around the maiden** heart. 

Affrighted reafon trembrd on her throne. 
Terrific madnefs ran thro* every part, 

Four'd the wild fiirieks, and breath'd the heart>ficlt groan. 
In vain the aged Agnes ftrove to cahn 

The throbbing anguilh of her woe-£raught breafi 2 
In vain flie ftrove to pour religion's balm. 

To (both with folemn love her grie& to refi. 
Alas ! the lovely maniac, wild and fad. 

Soon as obfcurity her curtain drew. 
Alone — difconfolate — ^recklel»— mad 

O'er the bleak heath in fulkn filence flew, 
Now morning fhed her orient pearls around. 

The day-fiar threw a laft faint lingering ray. 
When Edward wand'rtng o*cr the fiirrow'd ground 

Towards lovely £llen*s cottage bent his way. 
Her virtues — ^beauties — ^was the precious theme 

That warmM his fancy, that engaged his thought -, 
Empaffion'd ardour from his fire eyes beam, 

With love and rapture every (enle is finught. 
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But ah! what mean thofe macPning ihrieks. 

That hollow (hiv'ring terror-ftriking moan. 
That thro' the ftillnels of the morning *breaks: 

Sure 'tis departing life's laft fault'ring groan ! 
He fearful ftarts — he liftens — ftarts again. 

And biufiing thro' the hazIe-tangPd fence 
Beholds his Ellen — lovlieft of the plain, 

Struggling and writh'd with agony intcnfe.— 
O! Ellen! Ellen! fpeak my foul's bcft love, 

Thy Edward calls thee from the (hades of death ; 
Will not his fighs thy gentle fpirit move — 

Will not his pray'rs retard thy paffing breath. 
Returning reafon gem'd the maiden's eyes 

Soon as her Edward's well-lcnown tones fhe hears ; 
She clafp'd his hand with eager fond furprifc, 

And for a moment calm'd his horrent fears. 
" Edward, I would the fateful tale relate, 

" Swiftly the world recedes from view 

" Thy father! — Oh! — it is — it is — too late 

" Edward l-^be1oved youth!— a laft adieu!" 
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I '** I come, my fweeteft Ellen — ^Edward's doom," 
\. He frantic cry'd, " is firmly wove with thine, 
** We'll reft together in the friendly tomh, 

*« Tho' torn from iife in death thoujkalt be mine .*' 
C- Then from her pallid lips an holy kifs 

He fnatch'd— look'd up to heaven, and figh*d, 
" Soon fliall our fpirits hail the realms of blifs! 
" Ellen, I come !" he clafpM the maid and d/d ! 
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8^ Tke Poems marked thus * were wriUen at an early 
age. 



W. Sheardown, Printer, 
High.Strcet, Doncafter. 



W. Sheardown, Printer, 
«^gh-Street,Doncafter. 



